THE   QUESTING   BEAST
telling stories on Sunday mornings in the dormitories when
we had an hour in which we could talk before getting up.
When I think of my mental acrobatics in those days and
the tales I told of supposed happenings to myself and family,
I almost blush with shame; and yet the boys believed them
at the time. We went for long country walks on Sundays,
generally with the mistress, who was very interested in
butterflies. She always struck me as being rather jealous
of my inventive brain, since the boys were more interested
in walking with me and listening to my stories than they
were in her " chalk-hill blues," or her memories of other
boys who had been her pupils and were now building an
empire for us by pushing down those of other nations.
The other masters were very popular and must have been
the best of good fellows. One was killed in the war, and
the others run their own schools now, I believe.
Parents' Day once a year in the summer produced an
amazing crop of prosperous-looking men and women and
gawky sisters, and many a boy regretted for days afterwards
that his family had ever shown themselves, since he was
"ragged" unmercifully for the shape or clothes or even
voice of his proud father, fond mother or doting sister.
I remember when my grandmother used occasionally to
watch us playing games over the wall I would pray she
did not notice me, lest I should suffer for it. Once she
had been seen speaking to me, and the next time she
appeared there were cries of:
"Hi, Baldwin, there's your old nurse come to see
you." Followed by: "I say, you fellows, Baldwin's got
a nurse*"
What horrible creatures boys can be ... but " ashes
on my head " for being ashamed of a very wonderful and